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I. The Poor Man's Complaint: 

II. The Jovial Sailors Witc's Lamentation 
for her 1 usband's being preis d. 

III. The Jovial Sailor's Retolution to fight | 
tor his King and Country. I 

IV. Cruel Cupid; Or, The wounded Lady: 
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The Poor Man's GARLAND, ec. 


The Poor r, gane. 


ft Sr 


C2 liſten a while, my Friend to my Dirty, 


The which 1 ſhall tell you juſt here; 


The Story was told, as | ſhall unfold, 


*'T was over a pot 'of good Beer. 
Then Money was plenty, but now "tis grown ſcanty, 
And Riches did mertily flow: 
Bur now all the Nation is full of Vexation; 
When the Times will mend no one does know. 


Here $ Bite epon Bite, a Knave's the beſt Man, 
Wiſe Men without Money are Fools; 


 Whillt they go fo brave, poor honeſt Men flave, 


* Tis Money that now bears the Rule. 

A Gentleman born is now beld ja Scorn, 
If by Croſſes he fall to decay; 

He's deſpis d like a Beggar, by Friend and Neighbour, 
The more is the * | ſay. 


A Man that is wiſe, he lays Bay: his Money 


To ſerve for a cold Rainy 

Twill ſtand his beſt Friend, belt "find in the End, 
When Friends they are all flown away. 

And i in Sommer his Wife, provides without ſtrife, 
tle's bleſſed that has gor ſuch a Dame; 

For a kind loving Wife, is the Joy of Man's Life, 
Her Character none can defame. 
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'Twill move you with Pity to walk thro" the City, 
To hear the poor Traceſinen complain; | 
Kivd Heaven has feuc us a plentiful Seaſon, 
But the Rich enzoyeth the ſame ; 


There's Provifions enough and good, I declare, 


But the Poor have no Money to buy, 
Who have Sight aun Smell, when the rich have their G1 
They don't heed Poor Charity's Cry 


1 he Bailiffs and Lawyers delicioufly fare, 
"Their Hands they go merrily on; | 
We muſt have Food and Clothes for to wear, 
Fhough in Debt for the ſame we do run. 

This Worid's but a Pain, our Labout's in vaia, 
Let's drink with a merry good Cheat, | 
Who knous but Fortune's dame, may turn once again, 

Aud the I'imes may be deter next Year, 


Let's done with all Sorrow, who knows but to: morrow 

Wa die with a Heat full of Care; 

T his World's but a Bite, if you take me but right, 
As plainly it now doth appear 

He plays his Cards fair, that can lye and ſwear, 
And gets all his Wealth by a Bite, 3 

He lives and grows great, whilſt an honeſt Man's Fate, 
Is to labour and get little by it. 


A Man that leves Sotting, will never be rich, 
The Publican gets all his Store, : 
be Caſe is ſo bad, it will make a Man mad, 

Who in Marriage is joined to a Whore, -—- 
And the Wite that loves Gin, will make dis Back twin, 
Her Children by Povetty's known; 
And he that meddles with Matters of State, 

Had better io let it alone. * 
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The jovial Sailor s Wife's Lamentation for her 
 Husband's his preſs d 


Y Love is gone to Sea, 
Gone to Sea, gone to Sea, 


And left me here; ot. 
Incompaſs d round with Grief, : 
Where ſhall 1 find Relief, 
Long have L languiſn'd, 


For the Sake of my Dear. 


On! I ſhall ne'er forget; 
Neer forget, ne'cr forget; 
On! I ſhall ner forget, 


His tender Ve, 
The which he bore to me, 


Before he went to Sea, 
1 uns hopꝭ that he, 


Conſtant will prove. 


But now he's forced to go, 
Forc'd to go, forc'd to go; 
But no he's forc'd to go, 
To * againſt Pain, 
Which 


13 
Which proves my Over throw. n 
8 And fills my Heart with Woe, 2 


Fearing that he will never, 
Come Back again. 
Keep him from Dangers ſtill, 
Dangers ſtill, Dangers ſtill; 
Keep him from Dangers ſtill, 


Where Guns do roar, : 
In midſt of Battle hot, 


Where beſt of Men are ſhot, 
L I give him my Prayer, 
1 can do no more. 
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Sometimes in Denim ſee, 
Dreams 1 tee, Dreams 1 ſee; 

Sometimes in Dreams I 3 
. My only Dear, 
Bleeding before my Eyes, 
With ſad Groans and Cries; 
Then do I awake with 


Sad Sorrow and Care. 7 


Ob: that I could but ſce, 
Could but ſce, could but ſee; 
Oh! that I could but ſee, 


Him l adore, - 
To ſtay at 3 with me, | 


And go no more to Sea. 


Then nappy ſhould 1 be, 


hich or eyermore. 
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The jovial Sailor"s * to bt bis Ki 
2 2 for 10 


Orme jovial Lads that is fit for the Sta, 0 
Let us now prepare to ſail away, 

Jo fight for our King and Country, 

It is ordered, we muſt obey. At 


Your pretty Laſſes you muſt leave, T- 
To venrure your Lives for England's good, 
| | Thar has been ſo much abus'd, 

5 There is nothing will aſf wage but Blood. 


Some think a Spithead F ight it will be, = 
As it hath been ſome time before, 
Bot an Alteration you ſhall ſee, 

Our thundering Cannons aloud ſhall roar. 


Old England has been much abuſed, 
A But now my Lads we'll right our Cauſe, 
\ Deſtroy our Foes abroad and at home, 

x And then come of with great Applauſe. 


Likewiſe all you that is fir for the Land, 
For I muſt go where Bullets fly, 

8 golden Chain, or wooden Leg, 
So fight and conquer Boys, or dye. 


Ola England now reyole up your Head, 

Look round and ice your fawning Foes, IN 
That manv Years you have harhoured. 

Wolves that | in Sheep "ION goes. 
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W hat tho' the French and Spaniards boaſt, 
Of mighty Armies of their Men; 


We will pull down their haughty Pride, 
Before we do return again. 


Our Cannons aloud like Thunder ſhall roar, 
Small Shot like Hailſtones we will let fly; 
Our Drums ſhall bear, and the Muſic play, 


W hilſt we the Spaniards do deſtroy... 


And when the Wars they are all over, N 
Ihoſe that do alive remain, 

Their Pockets lin'd with Riches ſtore, 
Home with Joy returns again. 


Their Wiy cs and Laſts to 3 


And their Treaſure freely ſpend, 
Joy and comfort we ſhall poſſeſs, 


Wben that the Fleet ſhall return again. 


Cruel Cupid; or, The woanded Lover. 
'S; one Morning went aſtray, 


© [Now for a falſe young Man 1 die. 


[He mer with me poor harmleſs 


hat 


Wounding all that came in his Way; 


W ho never was in Love betray c. 


I have heard of Cupid and his Bow, 
Bar I the Power of Love never knew z 
ill he a Dart at me let fly, 
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He courted me, I ſoon gave way, 
Like Czpid's Lambs to ſport and play 5 
The little, little wanton Boy, 

My tender Heart did ſoon decoy. 


The Groves, the Trees, th thirſty Plains, 
The rural Nymphs, Shepherds and Swains, 
They all for me can Witnets well, 

The pleaſant Tales that he did tell. 
What can be falſer than a Man, 

They have many Ways for to trapan 
The greateft Beauty that ever was born, 
When they have enjoy'd they hold in ſcorn. 

Women are prone to love Mankind, 

Tho' they are falſer than the Wind: 
Oh! when they ſwear, we know they lie, 
Still we are pleaſed with their Flattery. 


Maidens do like the young Men's 't ongues, 
With falſe Deluſions ſhould be hung; 
e that in Courtſhip cangot lye, 

Will never pleaſe a Maidetn's Eye. 


A Virgin's Heart can ſeldom reſt. 

W hen Loves Paſſion is in her Breaſt ; 
Tho' ſhe is much adored by her Swain, 
Still Love it is a reſtleſs Pain. 

If ſhe does live ro Twenty-one, 

If Be s not married, ſhe's quite Undone z 

Wiſhes each Day to be a Brid 

Mai.icns this 3 be denied 0 * 7 
She that a young Man does diſdain, 

He is not afraid of Diana's Train; 

Although he is falſc, 111 him adore, 

n Lime and Death ſhall be no more. 
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